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almost of oblivion crept over him.  And very distant seemed
-^.ntip's shout:
" We'll come out if you'll let us go. If not we shall
shoot! "
" We'll let you go/' the reply came from above, after a
Momentary silence.
With a terrible effort Piotra shook off his lethargy. He
thought he had detected a sneer in the words " let you go."
He hoarsely shouted: " Back ! " But no one listened to
him.
He was the last to emerge. Within him, like a babe
below a woman's heart, life was stirring powerfully.
Dominated by the instinct for self-preservation, he removed
the bullets from his rifle magazine before he climbed up the
steep wall. His eyes were muddy, his heart filled all his
breast. He was choking like a child in heavy sleep. He tore
Jiis collar ^open. His eyes were filled with sweat, his hands
'slipped over the cold slope of the cliff. Panting, he clam-
bered to the spot where they were standing, threw his rifle
down at his feet, and raised his hands above his head. The
cossacks who had come out before him were huddled close
together. Mshka Koshevoi stepped out of the group of
Red foot and horse soldiers and strode towards them. He
went up to Piotra and, standing right in front of him, his
eyes fixed on the ground, asked quietly:
" Had enough of fighting ? " He waited a moment for an
answer, then, staring at Piotra's feet, asked in the same tone :
" You were in command of them, weren't you ? "
i r Piotra's lips quivered. With a gesture of terrible weari-
ness, with great difficulty he raised his hand to his wet brow.
Mishka's long eyelashes flickered, his swollen upper lip
curled upward. His body was shaken with such a violent
shudder that it seeiiied he would not be able to keep his feet.
But he at once raised his eyes to Piotra's, gazed straight into
his pupils, piercing them with a strangely alien gaze, and
muttered hurriedly:
" Undress ! "
Piotra quickly threw off his sheepskin jacket, carefully
tolled it up and laid it on the snow. He removed his cap,
his belt, his khaki shirt and, sitting on the edge of his jacket,
Jbegan to pull off his boots, momentarily turning paler.